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LADI1Es, | | 
s che following ſhort DRamaTiC 
Ess was intended, not only 
for Your Amuſement, but In- 
Pays i{ruction, it is incumbent on 
me, no doubt, to uſher it into the World 
under. Your Patronage and Protection. Tis 

to You it owes its Preſervation at leaſt, if 
not its Birth; ſince ng, if not all of thoſe 
Points of Wit, and facetious Repartees, which 
are ſo plentifully interſpers d throughout the 
whole Performance, would have been loſt 
to the World, had not You ſupported them 

by Your auſpicious Smiles, | 
I here preſent You, Ladies, with a Body 

of Politeneſs ; but to You it belongs to in- 
form it with a Soul. Theſe Flowers of Rhe- 
torick, tho in themſelves entirely modiſh and 
delightful, will admit of many additional 
Beauties, and appear in a much more ad- 
vantageous Light, when they are ſet off by 
the careleſs Toſs of the Head, the ſeeming- 

ly negligent. Adjuſtment of the Tucker, — 
the pretty Pant, and artful Diſplay of the 
| * Boſom, 
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Boſom,—the ſparkling Glance of the Eyes, 
the ſcornful Pout of the Lips,—the fami- 
liar, loud Laugh, — and the agreeable Tit- 
ter: What Advantages, ' I ſay, may not 
theſe Flowers of Rhetorick receive from your 

muſical Elocution ? 

Ah, Ladies! Would You but-exect your 
Power, Senfe ſhould have no longer any 
Sway amongſt us; but fluent Nonſenſe ſhould 

lide from every Tongue. And then, the 
rrefiſtible Charms of a pretty Face 
Why, Ladies, a fine Complexion is doubt- 
leſs to be preferr'd to a retentive Memory; 
—a brilliant Pair of Eyes, and an agreeable 
Flow of Words, may very well paſs for Wit 
and good Senfe;—a lilly white Hand is cer- 
tainly a noble Exchange for Induſtry, and 
the Practice of Oeconomicks. Once more, 
as Modeſty is of little or no manner of Uſe, 
T think You ſhould e'en lay it afide, and 
preſent us, inſtead of it, with your naked, 
ſwelling Boſoms, more ſoft than Down, and 
whiter. than the ' new-fallen Snow, — But, 
alas! neither your brilliant Eyes, nor ruby 
Lips, nor taper Necks of milky Hue, can 
ought avail, unleſs the fair Poſſeſſors call in 
Action to their Aid, —— © ___ 
Tis Action therefore, Ladies, that 1 
would advife you” to ſtudy; and I ſhall be 
proud to ſee my pretty PuriIs (for ſuch I 
muſt preſume to call you) not only talk, 
but behave like Ladies of Taſte. ' Permit 
me, for that Reaſon; to give you a VNR 
fan ome 
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dies, that Walking is very unpolite ; but 
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ſome few Particulars, that may be worthy 


of your Obſervance, and prove of Service 
to You in Your future Courſe of Life, 
In the firſt Place then, take notice, Tags 


Sliding, or Tottering is extremely delicate, 


And then to fit upright” is not half ſo 


ceful as to loll. —To L1Tyy is very agree- 
able, but to ſpeak diſtinct, intolerable, mon- 
ſtrous.— ls not the bold, confident Stare 
more becoming, than the ſimple, down- 
caſt Look? Isn't the arch Leer more en- 
gaging, than the modeſt, unmeatiing Turn of 


the Eye In ſhort, is Birth ort Fortune 
itſelf of any Advantage to a Lady, if the | 


cannot make thoſe Airs attractive, which in 
meaner Beauties would appear prepoſterous? 
O, ye Polite ! for to ſuch only do F my 
preſent Addrefles, deſpiſe the awkward Dic- 
a of Your Grand-Mammas, and liſten 
to "a Leſſons of Inſttuction.1 
ould You be thought Ladies of Taft] 
give the Clergy no Quarter, and rally, with- 
out Fear of aid Al Things ſacred. 
Never ſpeak ill of your Friends before their 


| Faces, nor well of them hind pt ant | | 


for Calumny and Detraction are the ve 


| Life and Soul of vlite Converſation-. 


Thus much for Your Morals. ——Pro- 


ceed We now to Chas Dres.. 


Lou muſt take peculiar Care, Ladies, to 

have none of Your Habiliments mad? by an - 

2 % Hand. — How awkward, - how 
filthily 


„ DEDFCATION. -© 


filthily muſt that Gown fit, which is made 
by Mrs. Shapewe!ll,——when compar'd with 
One made under the Inſpection and Manage- 
ment of Madamoiſelle La Robe All muſt 
admire the Sacque; but who can bear the 
Manteau : When your Spirits are alert, 
and you're diſpos d for Dancing, be ſure let 


Monſieur Coupee be applied to, and in Caſe 
| You don't learn the dying Till of Signor 
Caproli, You're undone for ever. 


Should | You have an unhappy Curioſity 


in your Temper to pry into Books, be very 
_ cautious in your Choice of them; read none 


but ſuch as are approv'd of by the Beaux. 

Avoid the dull Sect of Morality. —Touch 
not a Spectator on your Lives, Fly from 
Hddiſon, 1 charge you, that 1 Ene 
my to all Politeneſs, as you would from the 
Small Pox, or a Gallant out at EIbo]S5.— 
He's an artful, dangerous Writer, and when 


he laughs, tis with a Deſign to enſnare you. 


If yon liſten to his Precepts, he'll endeavour 
to make you jealous of; your beſt, Friends. 
ſurance to aſſert, that an old antiquated 
Book, call d the Bible, is fitter for the Hands 


of a fine Lady, than a Looking-Glaſs 3 and 


that a dull Animal, whom be calls a Man 
of Senſe, is a better Companion than a Mon- 


key or a Parrot, —'Tis his Opinion, truly, 


that a Play is to be preferr'd to an Opera; 


and that Dr. Tillotſon was a finer Gentleman 
than Signior Nicolini : That Rakes . de- 
e | ſtroy 


* 
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ſtroy your Virtue, and Maſquerades your Re- 
tations; late Hours your Faces, and Cards 
and Dice your Fortunes. There are like- 
wiſe a few more audacious Aſſertions of the 
ſame home-ſpun Stamp, known chiefly a- 
mong your dull Fellows, that wear dirty 
Linnen, and your awkward Creatures, that 
value themſelves, forſooth l for being parti- 
cular. But, os I need not caution my 
Pupils againſt ſuctf fulſom Company. The 
very Notion of your being acquainted with 
them would be ſufficient to frighten the 
well-dreſs'd Beaux, and pretty Fellows from 
your Aſſemblies: But inſtead of them, let 
Bebn, Centhevre, and Heywood, be your con- 
ſtant Companions : And every Night, he- 
fore ſoft Slumber ſeizes on your Eye-Lids, 
commit to your Memories two or three Do- 
zen of the following polite Phraſes; and 1 
doubt not, but Time and Practice may 
make the Ladies of Great Britain excel the 
Belles of France; and from henceforth Lon- 
don, not Paris, be eſteem'd the Seat of Po- 
liteneſs. yy 
That this glorious Revolution may ſhortly 
happen, is the moſt ardent Wiſh of 

Ladies, 188 8 
Your moſt obedient, 
moſt devated 
Friend and Adorer, 


TiIMorRVY FRIBBLE, 
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PROLOGUE; 


By nes Lg 


INTRODUCTION. 


AUTHOR and MopERN. 


Author. 0 
EAR Mr. Modern, your moſt 
FP obedient ;—to ſee you here is 


more oblig'd to you, however. 
Med. I am glad of any Op- 
portunity of ſeeing you, Sir; tho* 


at preſent, I a confeſs, I cannot gueſs wherein | 


the Obligation lies. 

Aut. O Lord, Sir! why I am Maſter of the 
Ceremonies to Night 3 you are to be entertain'd 
= a little TOR of 1 ſuch a Piece, 


— 


ID 
= what I did not expect. I am the 
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and 


themſelves. 


N 


as you don't meet with every Day, I'll aſſure 
ou: *Tis my Ne plus ultra, faith. You muſt 
now, Sir, that I was ten Years in collecting 
Materials for this Performance, — and almoſt 
as long digeſting them in a proper Manner ; 
yet, Sir, to give the World a convincing 
Proof of my Modeſty, 1 only call this a Farce, 
a Farce, Sir. don't love to be ſingular, and 
therefore my good Nature prevail'd with me to 
ſet myſelf in a Rank with the modern Scribblers ; 
but between you and I, there is Wit enough 
in this ſhort Farce, to make twenty modern 
Comedies. | 1 PL 
Mad. 1 perceive the Players are not quite ready; 
therefore you may let me a little into the Deſign 
of your Farce, while they are preparing. 
Aut. With all my Heart. Lou muſt know, 
Mr. Modern, that while other Gentlemen have 


been poring over muſty Books, I have made it 


my Buſineſs to frequent Balls, Operas, Aſſem- 
blies, Routs, Rackets, Drums and Drum-Ma- 


* Jors, and all other Places, where the Polite of 
both Sexes are particularly to be met with. 


Mod. Well, Sir, and what then? 

Aut. Why then, Sir, it is with much Con- 
cern that 1 have frequently obſerv*d Gentle- 
men, — nay, and Ladies too, very much at a 
Loſs for Diſcourſe, as Queſtions, Anſwers, Re- 
plies, Repartęes, c. inſomuch that I have ſome- 


- times ſeen Converſation at a Stand for a Minute 


or two together. 


Mod. Why you know there are ſome who are 


not happy in a Method of Converſation ; and 


even ſuch as have Wit, muſt find it difficult to 


keep up the Spirit of a Company entirely by 
Aut. 


>» 


The PROLOGUE, 11 


Aut. Very juſtly obſerv*d, Sir; to remedy 
which Inconvenience, I have compos'd a little 
Body of Politeneſs, which being juſtly ſtudied, 


will enable any one to make a Figure in the beſt 


Company. x 
Mod. But, pray, Sir, what does all this relate 
to your Farce ? or 2 2 
Aut. Have patience, Sir, and you ſhall hear, — 
I juſt now told you I was entirely devoted to 
the Ladies, and to convince you how very ſolici- 
tous I am for their Eaſe as well as Improvement, 


I have thrown this Syſtem of Politeneſs into a 


Farce, for ſome very ſubſtantial Reaſons. —In the 
firſt Place, few Ladies care to ſpoil their pretty 
Eyes with reading ; therefore they have nothing 
elſe to do but to lay aſide Cards three Evenings 


in the Week, ſlip into their Coaches, and drive 


to the Play-houſe ;—and Pll engage, that even 
a Country Lady, by thar Time ſhe has feen my 
Farce ten or twenty Times, ſhall have as many 
Airs, and talk as politely, as if ſhe had been 
born and bred at Court. ; 
Med. It muſt be ſomething very extraordi- 
nary indeed, if it comes up to the Character you 
give it. | n 
Aut. Character, — ah! Lord, Sir, tis impoſ- 
ſible to give it a Character ſuitable to its Merit. — 
Will you believe me, Sir, it has coſt me more 
Money in Chair-hire, and other petty Expences, 
to keep the beſt Cine to collect it, than 
twenty Benefit-Nights would bring me in; and, 
in ſhort, if it does not run the whole Seaſon, I 
ſhall loſe Money by it. | 
Med. I thought it had been your own; but it 
ſeems you only then treat us with other People's 


Wit. 
| B 2 . Aut. 


EE 2 — ——— ů — 
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| Aut. Other People” $ Wit let me tell you, 
Mr. Modern, tis not a little ſmart Speech, ſpi- 
rited here and there, that is Wit:——No, Sir, 


Wit conſiſts in a proper Digeſtion of what you 
hear and fee, —and that is —— md 


In ſhort, Sir, tho“ there is not a Speech in my 


Farce but what is us'd every Day by Half the 
Town, yet I can make it a , there is not a 
ſingle Stroke of Wit and umour thro the 
whole Piece but what is intirely my own. 

Mod. But now I have heard your Preface, be 
2 to indulge me with the Deſign, the De- 
ſign, Sir. 

* Why the Deſign, as I ſaid before, is to 
poliſh the — to make Gentlemen and Ladies 


talk in Character, and to render the whole. World | 


agreeable to one another. 


Mod. A generous Undertaking, and worthy | 
Encouragement ! But is there no Plot, no nt | 


trivance, no Love? 


Way.— 
Med. Pray how's that ? 
Aut. Why as nothing is ſo fulſom as too much 
Fondneſs; ſo when my Lovers are in the Height 
of their Courtſhip, you are never a bit the wiſer, 


till they ſlap upon you with a Wedding. 
Mod. Nor — 


Aut. Aye, Aye, tis all Nature, pure Nature; 
| you y talk, indeed, of your Shakeſpears, and 
your "eros your, Congreves, and your Rotes, 
your Otways and your Addiſons, but if there be 
alf that Wit and Spirit in any of their Compo- 
ſitions as will be found in mine, PH be bound 


to be 


Aut. O Abundance!— but all in the pln 


neither, I am afraid. r Afide. | 


Ne rROLOGUE. 13 
Mod. Hold, dear Sir, hold: —if you have 
any Deſire to be ſucceſsful, no r no 
Reflections: The Ladies are reconcil*d to Senſe ; 
and Shakeſpear is now become their — 
J am afraid therefore you've done 

Aut. Done what, Sir ? s not my Piece wrote 
in the true Spirit of Comedy ? Have not I copied 
Nature exactly ?—ls there one Sentence but what 
is us'd by the politeſt Companies ?—In ſhort, . 
are not all my Ladies and Gentlemen of the 
neweſt F aſhion 225 

Med. Have Sir, I was not going 
to ſay any Thing mag our Performance; it 
may, for ought I know, Ne the moſt finiſh'd 
Piece that ever was wrote. But give me Leave 
to tell you, there are ſome of the Fair Sex, and 
I hear their Numbers daily increaſe, who, in ſpite 
of all the Pains our modern A Fiddlers, 
and Dancing Maſters, take to reform the Age, are 
ſo very obſtinate in their Way of Thinking, that 
they maliciouſly endeavour to ſet aſide Panto- 
mine, and reſtore an odd Kind of an out of 'the 
way Fellow, call'd Common-Senſe. | 

Aut. Pho”, pox, never mention them, there 
always was a Set of out of the way Creatures, — 
envious as the Devil ;—but for all that—you 
ſhall ſee what an A I ſhall have; — for 
you muſt know, I've always been reckon'd a Man 
of Parts; and, egad, this is the beſt Piece _ 
wrote in my Life mo 

Mod. But do you really think that this Piece 
of yours may not poſſibly be damn*d ? —— 

Aut. Damn'd,—no Sir, —when did you ever 
know the Town damn themſelves? And I am 
ſure there is not a Lady or Gentleman within the 
Bills of Politeneſs, but would be proud to talk 
like 


_ - mediately enter d into my Table- 
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nke my Hero and Heroine. But that you 2 
be a better Judge of the Performance,” PI! tell 
you from what Company it was collefted ;— 


was about ten Years ago that I was introdu- 


ced to my Lady Tattle,' who has conſtantly all 
the Men of Wit and Ladies of Taſte at her Aſ- 


ſembly ;—at firſt 1 made but an odd Figure, be- 


ing intirely * with the polite Phraſes 
in uſe. 


Mod. But by dente Attendance, you ſoon 


| maſter'd that Difficulty, I preſume. 


Aut. Yes,—yes,— had a tolerable good Me- 
mory z and as ſoon as I left the Com mpany, I im- 


ceſt Expreſſions that paſt during my Viſit ; by 
degrees I got them by Heart, and ſo became a 


| Tracing Man among the Ladies. 


Mod. And theſe ingenious Sayings, I preſume, 
you have introduc'd into your Farce. 


Aut. Why, as I found ſo great a Benefit myſelf | 


e e eee x Duty 


to let others ſhare with me ;—and I now thruſt a 


Brat into the World, that has a Right to call 


the whole Town its F ather. 


Med. You have ſufficiently ſatisfied my Cu- 


riolity, and I wiſh you good Succeſs. 


Aut. I ſee the Players are preparing to begin; 


I'll not hinder you the Pleaſure of a ſingle 


- * Speech, —Your Servant WW." > :f Exeunt. 


the choi- 


TITLE 


| 


IrTTLE TATTLE; 


0 R 
| Taſte. A la- Mode. 
8 l 


9 CE N E St. James. Park. 
Lord Courtly "meeting Col. Witling. 


M* L alias G. N. br 
FELL met, my Lore. 
Id. Court. Thank you, Colonel; 

nc a poor Dog of a Parſon 

Vvou'd have ſaid, bleſs you, I hope 
IT 2 ve ſhall meet in Heaven.—When 

did you ſee Tom Modiſh ? + | 

Col. He s juſt coming towards us——Talk 

of the * 


6 


a 2 -WIAes woe dw GY oo <> 45 - SW 4-4 — 


* 


6 TETTLE(TATTLE; Or 
Enter Modiſh. | 


How goes it Tom? 

| Never the better for ; 
1 Cn. Never the worte, I but your 

1 Manners, your Manners Tom, don't you ſee | 
| my Lord? x 

1 1; Med. My Lord, 1 beg your "Lordſhip's 


ITI. Court. What Tom, you cou'd not ſee the 
Wood for Trees, Pill warrant. But what Wind 
| blew you hither ? 
| | Med. *Tis an ill Wind that blows n6 body 
good; for it gives me the Honour of ſeeing 
your Ip. 
Col. Tom, you muſt ſtay with us, Lady 
Tattie will be here preſently. SZ 
* Muſt, —why, Colonel, Muſt 3 is for 
= Col. [offer ng to draw bis Swor Have 
1 — ſpoke with all your Friends? gl _ 
=_ - Mod. ee e 
= : Lu Come, come, agree, agrec,—the 
Law is coſtly, 
. Col. W „Tem, you're never the worſe Man 
il | for being afraid of me. 
| | Med. What the Devil, do ye think 1 was 
3 born in a Wodd to be ſcar d by an Owl? But 
3 however, Pl ftay it out, 3F-it be bite to fer Mi 
I! b e e the is a fare Gir, and has 
_- it at her Fingers Ends. | 
| | Col. Aye, aye, Tom, we all know ſhe's your 
| Flame, and every one as they like, as the good 
Woman Grid, * lud her Cos. 


— — — — — m— 
2 


| Eater 
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als; Your Servant, Ladies, your Servant 
we were juſt talking of you. 
V. I thought lo for my Check and my 
Ear glow'd molt terribly juſt now. 
Lady Tat: My Lord, Fai —_ Levdſhip's 


he Court. Madam, — Ladyſhip's 
our m 
down to the Ground. your: 
. What, Colonel i \—Is ſuch « Man 
as you alive. 
Cual. Aye, Miſs; AA alive lim robe. - 
baby Tat. Well, Gentlemen, what News do 
you hear ? 
Mod. Why, W Elizabeth's dead. 


f ILA. Court. r e hp TA | 
"Aj. d My Lord, wha a charming fine Marn- 


ing *tis | 

Ld. Court. Aye, Miſs, tis pity fine Weather 
ſhould do any harm. 
Lady Tat. Galen; denn nn nn ä 
in your Elevations laſt Night ;——nay, Em told 
for certain, you had been among the > 
NN o wonder the Cat wink d When both her 
Eyes were out. 


= Indeed, your Ladyſhip lies melt abomi- _ 


' Mad. Fye, Colonel, I you had been 
berter bred, than to tell a Lady ſhe lies. E 
- Cok Under a Miſtake, Sir, I meant. Beſides, 
_ make free with'pne another :— My Lady here 
and I, you muſt know, are as ext ane Devil 
andthe Earl of Ken. 
C © Lady 


18 TITALE TATTLE; Or, 


Lady Tat. I will ſay that for the Colonel, — 
he has been. heuer fed that taught, mars . 
Miſs. Well, but Colonel, had you a Drop i in 

your Eye, or not N 
Ld. Court. Yes, yes, the. Colonel was balf 

Seas over when we left him. N80 : 
Miſs. Mr. Madiſb, what. Lady. was * that you 

were talking with tother Night in the Boxes? 

Mod. Miſs, can you a nord eh 
- Mbps. Les. can. 55 5 
Mod. Well, ' wake" 10 21 —_— cob 
Lady Tat. Why, Mr. Modiſb, they fay ad 

Joby Brik has got a Place at Court. 

Miſs. Ves, yes, he 0. himſelf no fl 

Fool now. 

Med. But I have heard fome People rake him 


for a wiſe Man. | 
WI Aye, eee are wiſe, 4 Gene 
iſe. Do you know him, my Lord. 
IL. Court. Know him —aye, as well a the 
Beggar does his Diſh. 
Col. Why J can fay that for him, hide had 
| better Luck than honeſter Folks: But, pray, 
how came he to get that Employment? 
Mod. Why by Chance, as the Man kill'd the 
Devil. — But, Miſs; [turning to Miſs hat“ $ 
the Matter? Methinks you look Mum 
dew that was hang'd for ſaying nothing. 
Miß. I'd have you to know I ſcorn your 
: Words 
Mod. But ſcormful Dogs, Miſs, will eat dirty 
Pudding: 7 
Miſs. Well | my: Comfort 1 your Tongue s 
no e wou . RAVE one en 


„ | 


- _ 6 ; 
. = = , * 
824 2 
- 


W 


TAsTE Ai Abel TIT ns 


Mod. cy Mop-ſticks, Madam, no Offence, 
1 ho 

La. Court. Pray, Miſs, be N good as to fa- 
vour us with a Song. . 

Miſs. What, in the Park, coy Tort $4.5 

Ld. Court. There's no body near, and Trees 
have no Ears, tho** Walls have; therefore pray, 
Miſs, begin. 

Miß. Indeed, my Lord, I cant, for I've a 

t Ar Nee 
1 Colds Oh Miſs !- they lay all good RB 8 
ds. 

II. Well then, aches than be troubleſome 
I will ſing, but you'll repent aſking me; — are 
* for Love, Humour, or Satyr? 

All. Love, Love, by all means. 

2 Ehem, W 25 choke up Chicken. 


i 


* LOVE SONNET. 


Campos d, and ſet to Muſick by Mr. Fridble, « 
" near Relation of the Author. 


J. 


Hits haſte ye Powers, to Strephon's Aid, 
Quick to Clarinda's Boſom fly; 
And tell tbe dear, relentleſs Maid, 
What Miſchiefs in ber Beauties lie. 


II. 


Te wanton Syiphs, that fan the Air, 
On balmy Wings my Sighs convey ; 
Ye 1 ſpeak my Care, 
And tell her ah bo I dare not ſay. 
| C 2 Away, 


* 


20 TITTLE TATTLE; Or, 
| _=B "bes ye happy Loves, away, 
—_— T bat triumph in ber charming Eyes ; 
'f Or on her ſnowy Boſom play, 
£138 Avife, ye happy Loves, ariſe. 


»* 2 . 1 
IV. = 


A while your 505 ful Attions le 


Ang every Mooming Joy 155 
4 le with Strephon learn to jeve, - 


118 Aud only toy Sighs a 
. LY AAS | v. 


q Your fri Voices all unite, 
| And for deſpairing Strephon plead ; 


I Ob ! win the Fair, —or kill me quite, 
| Teach me to dye, or to ſucceed.” 


| \ 


1 Well! I voy, ng, you dug like an 

2 

A Miſs. Aye, I fing,—as a body may 95 — 

1 But I hear Mr. Modiſb has a good Pipe. 

l Col. Yes, Tom wou'd have ſung well, —only 
he once fell out of an Organ- Loft, and broke 


4 kg ith, Colon 
1 Mod. Faith, Co ou hit ou a deve- 6 
lh Box on the Ear. SF N Rl | 
L4. Court. Miſs, will you take a Pinch of 
Snuff? -—- 
2 M. Lon muſt know, my Lord, I never 
1 take Snuff but when I'm 
| = * Lady Tat. Yes, yes, ſhe can take Snuff; but 


6 


— — —— . w — 
— — 
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' Miſs. Lord, let me ſee that Box. 
| 4 2 3-1 4 there is never a C PARK. 
Mis. May be there is, my Lord. T1 
Col.- Ayt, but May Bee's don't fly now; Mie, 
Mod. Colonel, why ſo hard upon poor Miſs d 
Don't ſet y our Wit 
me a Blow, and I'Il beat him. 
So you've made a fine Speech truly, 


Car. Pray, my Lady Taue, what Kin 


are N 022 ? 


Lady Tat. Why his Grandfather and mine had 


four Elbows. 


Miſs. Well! I vow I'm very ſick, if any body 


car d for it. 


Mod. Come then, Miſs, een make a Die of 
it, 8 and then we ſhall have a Burying of ou 


— Miſs. er EO 


ſmall Curſes. 
Lady Tat. Marry, up !—What, plain 
Modifh ! 5 * have had an M 
under your Girdle, Miſs. 

Ld. Court. Well, well, Naught's never in 


Danger; I warrant ou, Mi wil in her 
Hand, md hol tht. 8 


A kuumas brings the Coloel « Latter. | 


Lady Tat. 1 ſuppoſe, Cologel, that's' a Billet, | 


nou from your Miſtreſs. 


Col. [looking on the Diractian] Egad, I dont 
know whence it comes, but whoever | wrote it, 


has a Hand like a 1 
Mod. I wonder what ehakes eſe Belloring ſo! 
1 Why. —I ſuppoſe, Sir, they pull the 


Omn. 


21 


againſt „h ds. give 


a worſe. 
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Omn. Ha, ha, he! é 
Lady Tat. Well ſaid, Miſs.—1 think, Mr. 
Modifh, the Girl was up with you there. 


Jud AG aye, is a N Piece of Hu- 


mour e 
Col. But, my Lord, you don'r tell me how 
you like my new Cloaths. 
L4. Court. Why very well, Colonel; only. to | 
deal plainly with you, methinks the Ou wm 
is in . Middle. 


. Ha, b, he! 


Col. Ny Lord, __ too. ſevere. on * 


Friends. 


Miſs. Mr. Medib, —l am hot,—are you a Sor? 

. Med, Miſs, I am cold, areyou a Scold ? — 
Take that — _ 

Lady Tat. I confeſs that was kde. I find, - 


Mr. ge you won't give your Head for tis 


Miſs. Oh! he's a ſore Man where the Skin's 


1 ——[ ſee Mr. Modi ſb has a mind to ſharpen 


the Edge of is Wit on the Whetſtone of ay 
rance. 

Lu. Court Faith, Tom, you are ſtruck! 1 never | 
heard a better Thing. | 
Col. Why then, —ſet that down, and go again. 
Mod. Pray, Miſs, give me Leave to ſcratch 

ou for that fine Speech ? 

2755 Pox on your Picture, it colt me a Groat 
the Drawing. 

Ld. Court. [to Lady Tattle] Pray, Madam, i is 
_ Buxom married? I hear tis all over m 

own. 


* Lady Tat. She's * my Lord. or 
| Col. 


0 
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Col. If ſhe ,ben't married, —at leaſt, ſhe's 
luſtily promis'd But is it really certain, that 
Sir. Jobn Blunderbuſs is dead at laſt ? i 

Ld. Court. Yes,—or elſe he's ſadly wrong'd J 
for they have buried him. 


. Why, if he be dead,—he'll eat no more 


Col, But is he rally dead? 


ATT Yes, Ceed e | ſure as you's, 


"GL, They ſay he was an honeſt Mater 
— Tat. Tr good looking after. — 


Mist pulls out. 4 Pockut-Looking-Glaſa, 


Mb, L- e Gapdnels bs oy. 


Ing out? Madam, will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to 
give me a Patch? 
Mad. Pray, Miss, will you be ſo bind to tio 


this String for me with your fair Hands ; it will. 


all go in Jour Day's Work. 

Miſs, Marry, come up, indeed! Tie it your- 
ſelf, you have as many Hands as Fee 
Man's % Man will have a fine Office truly. 

Mod. Well, but, Miſs, don't be angry. 

i. No, I was never angry in my Lite, but 
once, and then no body card for it; lo J reſoly'd 
nevet to he angry again. 

Med. Well, but if you will tie it, you ſhall 
never know what I'll do for you, ' þ 

M. So I ſuppole, truly. 

ad. Ol but Pll make you a fine Preſen 
one of theſe Days. 

Miſs. Aye, When the Devil's blind ; and his 
Eyes are not ſore yet. | 

| —. Mod. 


— 


* . 


- 
— e > Ao e —⅛m—ʃ! % ⁰—ůuuk oa noe— 2 ooo 
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- "Med. No, Mifs, I'Il ſend it . 
. Well, well, —— a new 


Day. 
But I luppoſs: you mean—To-morrow come 


never. 
Med. Oh! is the prettieſt Thing, Talkie you; 
there came but two of them over in three Ships. 
Miſs. Wou'd I cou'd fee it, quoth blind 
_ Hugh, But why did not you bring ine e Pe 
ſent of Snuff this Mornings | 
Mod. Becauſe, Miſs, you never aſle'd me; 
and tis an ill Dog that is not worth for. 
Lach Tas. My Lord, all the Town has it, 
that Miſs Caper is to be married to Sir Peter 
Gibeally one Thing is certain, that the hath pro- 
mis*d to have him. 
- "£4. Court. But you know; Madam, Pro- 
| mike an) Prat made d pre, g's 
Miſs. Well, I promis'd to go this Ever 
Yau: Hall by Water, — bur f Front I'm 


| afraid; 41 


Mod. Never fear, b en have che 8 
verb on your fide, hes ne er in Danger. 
CI. Why, Nat let Tom RM wait on you, 
and then TI warrant, you'll be as fafe as a Thief 
in a Mill ;-—for you know; ke that is born to be 
hang d wilt never be drown'd.. 

. Aod.' Thank you, Colonel, for your good 
Word; but, faith, if ever Fig, Tf Le abou 
a fair Lady's Neck. 

Col. Well! am like che Burcher chat was 
looking for his Knife, and had it in his Mouth; 
1 have ſearching my Pocket for my Snuff- 
Box, —and, egad, here tis in my Hand. 

. Had it been a Bear, it would have bit | 
you, Colonel: en I with 1 _ ſuch & 
Inuff⸗ | 

Mod. 


1 


— 
* 
— 
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Med. You'll be long enough before you'll 
wiſh your Skin full of Eyelet-holes. 
Col. Wiſh in one Hand 
Miſs. tend ry you!—Lord [what can the 
mean? 
Court. [to Lady Tattle] Madam; don't 
you think Mrs. Spendall "ar genteel ? 
Lady Tat. Why, my Lord, 1 2 
was cut out for a Gentlewoman; but ſpoi d 
in the Making ; 'ſhe wears her Cloaths as it they 
were thrown upon her with a Pitch-fork ; and 
for the Faſhion, I believe they were made in | 


the Reign of Queen Beſs. - 
Mod. Well, t s neithef here not there; for 


you know the more careleſs the more modi. ho | 
Col. I'd hold a Wage er there will be a Match 
between her and Dick Dolt, for all that ;and 1 | I 
1 as far into cent anda iced 39 | 
1 —— 
Mad. Well, PIl go to the Play to Night; 
no, I can't neither, * I have few — 7 — 
and yet I think 1 muſt too; for I promis d to | 
ſquire the Counteſs to her Box. | Ws 
* What, —the W "mn 
| J 
| 2 Peace or War, Miſs. - | | 
Miſs. Well, Mt. Modiſh, you'll never be 
mad, yo re of ſo many Minds. 
Mod. Miſs, I'l tell you a comical Accident y 
J was walking here laſt Night, andy cgad, L loſt 
my Underſtanding. — 
Miſs. I am glad you had any to loſe. 4 Iii 
Lady Tat. Well, but what do you mean. | 
Mad. Egad, 1 kick'd my Foot a 1 
Stone, and IIS ny 


. 
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was forc'd to li to a Cobler in Pall- Mall to 
have it put on,——ha, ha, he 
»- Omnes. He, he, he, he! 
Col. Oh! *twas a delicate Night to run away 
with another Man's Wife. | 
Mod. Miſs, I want that Diamond Ring of 
ours. 
s Miſs. —Why then,—Want's s like to be 
your Maſter. | 


[Modiſh ialie 260 br ths Band, e ov . 
; King.] . 


| Mod. Aye, marry, this is not n but alſo. 
Where did you get it? | 
Miſs. Why, where it was to be had : Where 
the Devil got the Friar. 
Mad. Well, if I had ſuch a Ring, I wou'd 
not ſtay a Day i in England, But you know, far 
fetch'd and dear bought is fit for Ladies. 
warrant this coſt your Father Two-pence Half- | 
Penny. 
Lady Tat. My Lord, has Capt. Brag the Ho- 
nour to be related to your Lordſhip ? 
Id. Court. Oh! very nearly, Madam; — he's 
my Couſin German in the third Remove. 
Lady Tat. Pray, is he not rich ? 
L4. Court. Aye, aye, a rich Rogue! two Shirts 
and a Rag. 
Col. Well, however they ſay he * a great 
Eſtate, but only the Tight Owner keeps him out 
of it. | 
Lady Tat. What Religion is he of ? 
LA. "Cars, Why he is—an Anythingarian. ' 
Lady Tat. I believe he has his Religion to 
clue, my Lord. a , 
| Col. 
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Cal. Ehem, chem, —1 have got a yer fad 

Cold. F 

Lady Tat. Aye, tis well if one can get any 
Thing theſe hard Times. 


is. Pray, Colonel, how did you get: that 
Cold ? 


got it by lying in Bed bare-foot.' 
Lady Tat. Why then, Colonel, you gold 


take it for better, for worle, as A Man takes his 


Wife. a . 
Col. Well, Ladies, I apprehend yo wit - 
out a Conſtable. 13 : 2 
Lady Tat. Mr. Modiſb, methinks your Coat 
is too ſhort. 
Mad. It will be e enough. before 1 gee 
another. 


' Miſs. Come, come, the Coiit's a good Coat, 


and come of good Friends. 


Med. Ladies, you are miſtaken | in the Stuff, | 


*tis half Silk. 


"Cot i ae en a el, and: that's 


your Fault. 
Miſs. Indeed, Madam, 1 muſt go home, for 
I an't well. 
Lady Tat. What, you are ſick of the Mulli- 
2 I ſuppoſe, with eating chop'd Hay. 
Miſs. No, indeed, Madam; Im ſick and 
hungry. I've more need of a Cook than a Doctor. 
Col. Poor Miſs, "ſhe's as ſick as a Cultyon ; a 
| ſhe wants nothing | bur ſtuffing; A 


[Mi whiſpers Lady Tale] 


Mad. Theres no whiſpering — "ow s 


ing. ; 
= 5 D 2 h Miſs 


£4. Court. Why, Miſs, I ſuppoſe the Colonel 


_ a 
D_—_———_ 
— — —— > HI nn —ne ec neo 
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%. Lord! Mr. Modifb, you are gs pert as 


n Pear-monger this Morning. 
Md. » ary Miſs, you're very handſome, 


Miſs. Poh! 1 knew. chat before; tell me 
News. 
Md, Miſs, I ſent Yeſterday to know how 
vou did, but you were gone Abroad early. 
,. Why, to-tell you the Truck, Sir, I way 
ſqueez id up in a Hackney Coach with three 
Country Acquaintange, who call'd upon me to 
take the Air as far as Higb. gate. 
| Col. And had you a pleaſant Jaunt? 
Mzjs. No, Colonel, it rain'd all the time; 
2 to Death; and the Road was ſo bad, 
ſcream'd every Moment, and call'd 00 
yo pole. dat Friend, don't fpill us. 
Mod. So, Miſs, you was afraid ; Pride 
- wou'd have a fall. 
| — Mr. Modiſb, when I nant & Fool, 4 
or } \ 


3 * 3 Miſs, I was in Pos C 
* Night, where you were extolbd to- dhe 
Ni. That was more their Goadneſs, my 
Lord, than my Deſert. 
£4. Court. They laid, you was a compleat 


Beauty. 

Lady Fat. The Girl's well enough, if ſhe had 
Aer ares Noſe. 

Miſs. iet all. teens 
have your . Word, for you love to help a 

lame Dog over the Style. 

Col. Pray, Miſs, what Company was there 
| where \ you viſited laſt Night? 

. Why there was my Lady Tootble/s, 
Bly Ogle, Mis Ti 0-and-again,—Beay ' TRE 
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ew Lady Clapper,—avd 1, quotk the 


H. can.. Was your Viſit Jong, Miſs? 
Miſs. Why, truly, they all went to the Opera, 
n il -garhck came home alone. 

Poor Mils 2 it grieves me to 
pity you 


Miſs. What, you think you have ſaid a fine 
Thing now z well, af I had a Dog with no more 
Wir, I would hang him. 

Mod. Well, ſo much for that, and Butter for 
Fiſk ; let us call another Cauſe, Pray, Miſs, 
don't you think Lady Fade ftrangely alter'd 
fince her Marriage? 

Miſs. Why you know ſhe was handloine jg 
her Time. - 

Lach Tat. And ſhe cannot have her Cake and 
* Pro Madam, hue heard that Lady 

4 e | 
Queaſy was at the Pla _— 

Lat? Tat. What, Lady Queah, of all People 
in the World; but is ĩt true upon Rep? | 
Miß. N for 1 ſaw her myſelf; ſhe fat 
among the Mob in the Gallery; I preſently 
{ped her ugly Phyz, and ſhe a me look at 


"Col Her Ladyſhip ws plaguily => raph I 
watrant it put her into the Gum 

Mod. I mark'd her huge and the 
put me in mind of the Woodcock, that 
5 * his long Bill, and engt nobody 
ees him. 


Cal. Hold yout Tongue, Fus, youtH never f | 


ſo good a Thing again. 
reine A 
Col. Pax on her, ſhe's as old as — | 


f 
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| © Mod. So will you be, if You an” t hang'd when 2 
you're young. 
Miſs. L ſbuudering.] Lord! there? $ ſome body 
. walking over my Grave. L 
Ld: Court. Pray, Lady Tattle, where was you 
laſt Wedneſday, when I did myſelf the Honour 
to wait on you? think your W is one 
of the Tribe of Gad. 
Lady Tat. Why, my Lord, I was at Church. 
Col. Nay, then JI be hang d, and wy Horle ; 
| too. 
Mid. I believe her 'Ladyſhip. might be. at a 
Church with a Chimney in it. 
Miſs, Lord, My Fetty. -Coat, how it ir hangs by 
Jommetry. 
Med. Picks the Fault may bei in your Shape. 
NI. {looking gravely.) Come, Mr. Modiſb, 
< there s no Jeſt like the true Jeſt; but I ſuppoſe 
pou think my Back's broad chough to ny 
hin 
145 Madam, 1 dumbiy beg your Pardon, | 
Mifs. Well, Sir, your Pardon's granted-. 
Id. Court. Then, Miſs, Ti om a you. mult 
kiſs and be Friends. „ 13 
0 91 T; 


"Pp [Modith ſalutes Me 1 | 2 
anne EI | 
Miſs. Any thing for a quiet Life: My Noſe 
jcch d, and I knew I fhould drink Wine, 3 | 
A Fool. 0 rar A 110 He, Patt 
Ld Court. Well, Tom, if that ber't fair hang 
fair. 
Ad For all "MIG"talks ſd, if ſhe waited 
me and 1. Waste ſhe'd: want her two beſt 
Friends, | GH 0 f N e 
, fe £20 eee 4 Tad 
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Lady Tat. Mr. Madiſb, if Miſs will be angry 
for nothing, bid her turn the Buckle of her Gir- 
dle behind her. 
Mod. Come, Lady 7 attle,- I know. better 
Things, Miſs and I are good Friends; don't 
think to put Tricks upon Travellers. 
Col. The Loop of my Hat is broke; how 
ſhall I mend it? [He faſtens it with 4 "Pim. ] 
Well, hang them, I ſay, that have no Shift, — 
Lady Tat. And hang them that have one too 
many 
"Mis. M ee does your Lordſhip Lnow 
Mrs. 7. al | 
Ld. Cont Only by Sight but I hear ſhe has 
a great deal of Wit: and, egad, Mettle to the 
2 ne, as the Saying is. 
Why Dr. Jobn Blunger lid to ber *to- 
. NS. you can't cry Bo. to a 
Gooſe; Yes but I can, ſaid ſhe z and, egad,— 
cry'd Bo full in his Face. We all thought we | 
ſhow'd burſt our Hearts with laughing. a - 
he, he! 
Omnes. He, he, he! 
Col. That was cutting with a Vengeance z- 
and, prithee, how did the Fool look ? 2 
Mid. I'll warrant, for all the World like an 
Owl in an Ivy-Buſh,— - 
Lady Tat. Colonel, when do you deſign to - 
gec a Houſe, and a Wife, and a Fire to put 
her in? 
Miſs. Lord! who wou'd be married to a Sol- 
dier, and carry his Knapſack? . / 
Med. Oh, Madam! Mars and Venus,: you 
know. 
Col. Egad, Madam, I'd marry To-morrow, 
if I thought I cou'd bury my Wile, juſt when 
the 


E in the World, and that's his own: 
be beſpoke; for there are none ready 


. 
whole 
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| the Honey-moon was over ; but they ſay a Wo · 


man has as many Lives as a Cat. 
L. Court. I find, Colonel, you think a dead 


Wife under the Table the beſt in a Man's 
Houſe. 


Tat. But, Colonel, if had a 
Wife. ud it not break r Heart = 


with her ? 
Col. Yes, Madam, for they fay, he that has 


| oft his Wife and Six-pence, has loſt a Teſter — 


Miſs. O Rare, Colonel, —{Mijs r; 


Over the Hills and a great Way to't, 
1 li my Love and Six-pence to boot ; 


LH The Loſs of my Love, it griev'd me ſore (— 


Nane. . 
 Onnes. Ha, . hel | 
— — they oy tar fer 


Col, For all that, I doubt, 3 
made. 


. 1 fu the Gentleman's a Woman- 
Hater; but 1 think you to femember, 
Colonel, that had a Mother; and if it 
had not Reno C 


Ca. Np e you ry efy'd Where firſt, when 


talk*d | 
Tat. A won't blame the 
Sex, becauſe ſome are bad. = 6 
ee 5 

. Cot. Oh! Madam, there's no general Rule 
wichouran Exveption, | 4 7 Lady 


* 
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F ou Ti at. Way don't 'you marry then, and 

ettle ? 

Col. Egad, Madam, there's nothing will Aale | 
me but a Cannon Buller. 

Ms. I ſuppoſe the Colonel. was croſs'd in 
his firſt Love, which makes him ſo levere on all 
the Sex. 

Lady Tat. Yes; and I'll hold a Hundred to 
one, that the Colonel has been over Head and 
Ears in Love with — Lady that has made 
his Heart ake. 

Col. Oh, Madam, we Soldiers are all Adi. 
rers of the Fair Sex. - 

Miſs. I with I cou'd ſee the Colonel i in Love 
till he was ready to die. 

Lady Tat. Aye, but I doubt few People die 
for Late in theſe Days. 992 

Mod. Well, I confeſs I differ from the Colo- 
nel; for I hope to have a rich, and a handſome 
Wite-too before I die. 

Col. Well ſaid, Tom, go thy ways for a pretty 
Fellow. 

Miſs. Colonel, are not Women better Crea- 
tures than Men; for Man was made of Clay, 
but Woman was made of Man. . 

Col. Miſs, you may ſay what you pleaſe, but 
faith, you'll never lead Apes in Hell. | 

Med. No, no, I'll be ſworn Miſs has no Nun's 
Fleſh about her. 

Miß. I underſtumble you, Gentlemen. 5 1 

Mod. Madam, your humble cum dumble.. 


Lady Tat. My Lord, is your Friend Ned 55 N 


Whirligig married ? 

LA. Court. Les, faith, he has tied a Knot with 
his Tongue, that he can never untie with his 
| Teeth. | & 
E Miſs, 
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Miſs. But has he a Fortune with his Lady ? 

La. Court. Faith, Madam, all he got by her 
he may put in his Eyes, and ſee never the worſe. 

M/s. Then I believe he heartily wiſhes her in 
Abraham's Boſom. | 

Col. Pray, my Lord, how does Charles Lim- 
berham and his fine Wife agree? 

La. Court. Why, they ſay he's the greateſt 
Cuckold about Town. 

Med. Oh, but my Lord ! you ſhou'd always 
except my Lord Mayor. » | 

/ LadyTat. Pray, Miſs, when did you ſee your 
old Acquaintance, Mrs. Phalancy ? You and ſhe 
are two, I hear. et. | 
Miß. See her! marry, I don't care whether 1 
ever ſee her again; God bleſs my Eye-ſight ! 

Lady Tat. Lord! why the and you were as 
great as two Inkle-Weavers ; I've ſeen her hug 
you, as the Devil hugg'd the Witch. 

Miſs. That's true; but I'm told for certain, 
that ſhe's no better than ſhe ſhou'd be. Wh, 

Lady Tat. Well, God mend us all; but you 
muſt allow that the World is very cenſorious. 
I never heard before that ſhe was a naughty 
Pack. | 

Col. Now you talk of naughty Packs, pray, 
when did you fee Young Spendall? 
Mod, Why, *tis happy for him that his Fa- 
ther was born before him. ; 

Miſs. IJ am told his Lady manages him to 
Admiration. 8 5 * 
 LadyTat. That I believe; for ſhe's as cunning 

as a dead Pig, but not half ſo honeſt. ---* + 
Col. They ſay ſhe's quite a Stranger to his 
Amours. | | 

Lady 
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Lach Tat. That may be; for there's none ſo 
blind as they that won t ſee.” K. en 

M. Oh, Madam, I am told ſhe. watches 
him, as a Cat wou'd watch a Mouſe. 

Mod. Well, if ſhe ben c foully bely d, he 
pays him in his own Coin. 

I. Court. My Lady Tatil, I. deſign to do 
- myfelf the Honour of dining with your Lady- 

Hay 7. h 

1 Tat. Aye, my L do if you dare. 

5. Pm 19 you'll be glad to be welcome. 
Eee Miſs, I thank you; and to reward 

Wer PH come and drink Tea a with you in the 

Morning. 

Miſs. There's two Words to that Bargain. 
Col. Your Ladyſhip ſmells very ſweet, I hope 
you don't carry Ferfumes. : 

LadyTat. Perfumes! no, Sir, I'd have you to 
know, it is nothing but the Grain of my Skin. 

Med. Colonel, you have a good N e to make 
a poor Man's SowW. 

Iu. Court. So Ladies and Genen me- 

thinks you are very witty upon one another ;— 
come, box it about, *twill come to my Father 
at laſt. 

Mod. Why, my Lord, Miſs has no Mercy, I 
wiſh ſhe were married; but I doubt the Grey 
Mare wou' d prove the better Horſe. 

Miſs. Well, God forgive 2 for that Wiſh.— 

Col. Never feat him, Mi 

Ld. Court. Why Tom, I think you and Mis 
are always quarrelling ; I fear it is your Fault; 
for F can aſſure you, ſhe is very good humour'd. 

Mod. Aye, my Lord, fa. is the Devil when 


he's pleas'd. 
E 2 Ld. 
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L4. Court. Miſs, what do you think of my 
Friend Tam? 
Miſs. My, Lord, I rink: he's not the wiſeſt 
Man in the World; and truly he's ſomerimes 
| very rue. 
* Ld. Court. That's very true 3 but yet hs, that 
bangs Toy for a Fool, may find a Knave in the 
alter. 
Mifs. Well, howeyer, 1 wiſh he were hang'd, 
if it were only to try 
Med. Well, Milt if 1 muſt be gd, 1 
won't go far to chuſe my ' Gallows ; z It, ſhall be 
about your fair Neck, m 
Miſs, I'Il fee your Noſe Cheeſe firſt; and the 
Dogs eat it: — But, my Lord, Mr. Modiſh's 
Wit begins to run low; for I vow he ſaid this 
before. Pray, Colonel, give him a Pinch, and 


I'll do as much for you. 
Col, Come, Sir 7 W 575 when de King! pleaſes, 
are you for a March. 
Lady Tat, Why, Colonel, I believe tis Time 
for us all to go ; tis paſt Three o' Clock. 
Miſs. Well, what is that among us all. 
LA. Court. Shall I have the Honour to ſee 
- your Ladyſhip to your Chair? 
Lady Tat. I'm at your Lordſhip's command. 
Meh. Well, Mr. Med; ſp, here's the Back of 
my Hand for you. 
| Med. Miſs, I find you will have the laſt Word. 
Col. Ladies, we attend you. 
I. Court, Well, let us march 3 ſans 
CTeremonie. I. Erxeunt. 


* 


End of the Firſt 48. 
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A Room-in Lady Tattle 5 ae. 
5 7 ris 119% 1997 Na Nen | 
= Leg Tattle, Lady Brilliant, Miſs Noble; Col. 
2 and Ed. Courtly, at 4 Tea. Ta. able. -B 
- Lady Tati ia Loy Brie A 


AM. ferry I Was not at Home 
this Morning, when. your Lady 

| ſhip did us the Honodr to elt 
NA S TN herr: 
88 Lady Brill Oh! dear, Madam; 1 
" Fm 7 the Loſs was mine. | 
Tat. Gentlemetr and Ladies, you are | 
come to a ſad dirty Houſe, 

Col. Oh! Madam, your Ladyſhip is pleas'd a 
to ſay ſo, but I never ſaw any Thing ſo clean; 
I profeſs tis a perfect Paradictde. | 

| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


—— —— 


Lady Tat. Colonel, you are always very 
obliging. 
M. Pray, my Lord, how do you like this 
Set of China? *Tis my own Fancy, I aſſure you. . 
L4: Court. Why, I think tis well enough for 
a Country Set. . 
Lady Brill. [to Lady Tattle.] Pray, Madam, 
give me ſome more Sugar to my Tea, 


Col. 


* o - — ù————̃ ͤ — — — — — 
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33 TITTLE TATTLE; Or; 


Col. Your'Ladyſhip muſt needs be very good | 


natur' d, you love ſweet Things ſo much. 


ot Court. Stir ĩt up with the Spoon; for the | 


er the ſweeter, 
dy Tat, I think the-Golonel has add iber 
Ladyſhip a fine Compliment. 
Lady Brill. I am ſorry for it; for I have heard 
ſay, that complimenting-is lying. 5 
Enter Modith. . x 


: - 
TT 


Med. "Your Servants." your Servant, Ladies 
and Gentlemen. 7 8 1 Ne 


Lady: Tat. Mr.. Modis 1 am voursg won't 
you | pleaſe to ſit? 


Mod. With Mur rg Lee are 5 


| 1 have; paid; 


Lech "Brill. MAP e Lam) your very 1 


2c Servant. 17 
"Med. Your Leap en 100 late; Tas | 
your: Ladyſhip's before. 
* Miſs. Oh !' My. Modib; are you here ? My x: or 
Med. As ſure as you are there, Miſs. 
. eg Court. Come, come, ſit down, and ſeem 
8 - 
Col. Well. 5. 90 you hold i it, Tom? | 
Mod. Why, faith, Colonel, better in Health 


than good Conditions. —— Hey day! what's the 


Matter with Miſs here, ſhe — not a Word to 
throw at a Dog: —A Penny for your Thoughts 
HS.— 


Miß. They are not worth a Farthing ; 3 for I 


was thinking of you. 


Lady Tat: [Cat riſing 7. Colonel, where 
are you going ſo ſoon ? I hope you did not 
come to fetch 8 


Col. 


TaAsTE A-LA-Mopr. 39 


Col. Madam, I muſt needs go home for half 
an; Hour. 


* Miſs. Why, Colonel, they fay the Devil's at 


home, —— 


Lady Tar. Well, but fit while you ſtay; "is 


_ aS cheap ſitting as ſtanding. 
Col. No, Madan while Fm Runcing I am: 


going. | 
Lady Brill. Nay, let him go, I promiſe we 


won't tear his Cloaths to hold him. 
Lady Tat. 1 ſappoſe, Colonel, we keep you 


from better Company z—I mean only as to 


1 myielf. | 
Ef Col. Madam, I'm all Obedience. [ Col. Its. ] 


— Lach Lat. Lord, Miſs, how can you drink 


your Tea ſo hot? Sure your Mouth is pav'd. 


Miſs. How do you like this Tea, my Lord? 
£4. Court. Why, I think tis ſuper- excellent ? 


- Med. The Tea's good Tea enbugh, but me- 

thinks *ris a little more—iſh. © 
a Lady Tat. Oh, Sir! I underſtand you. Bang. 
bring the Caniſter I have but very little of this 


Tea left; but I don't love to make two Wants 


of one, —want when I have it, and want when 1 
have it not.— He, he, hgͥe! 

Miß. Why, ſure, Betty, you are vewirch'd z 
the Cream is burnt- too. 


Mod. Why, Miſs, the Biſhop he bas ſer his Foot 


in - 236 
Lady Tat. Go, Girl, and warm fore freſh 
Cream. 

Betty. Indeed, Madam, bebe! is none leſt ; 
for the Cat has eaten it all. | 

Lady Tat. 1 doubt 'twas a Cat with two 


Legs. 


7 
4 


2 


— 


40 TITTLETATTPE; Or, 

* Lady Brill. Madam, I was tother Day in 
Company with Mrs. Chatter ; 1 find ſhe — 4 
herſelf Airs of being acquainted: with your Lady- 
ſhip. 
7 Miſs Oh! the hideous Creature! did you = 


ſerve her Nails? They were long enough to 
ſcratch her Grannum out of her Grave. © 


Lady Brill. Well, ſhe and Tom Gooſecap were 


banging Compliments backwards and forwards; 
it look'd like two Aſſes ſcrubbing one another. 7 
Mod. Aye claw me, and I'll 8 thee. 
0 Levy Tat. Pray, Madam, who were the Com- 
any 
: 2 Brill. Why, there was all the Worldand 
his Wife; there was Mrs. Clatter, Lady Singular, 
tue Countels of Ta/kum, I ſhouꝰ d have nam'd her 
Rog Tom Goofecap, and ſome others whom I have 
"Gt, I think the Counteſs, is very ſickly. - \ 
Lady Brill. Yes, Sir, * 1 never ſcratch 4 | 
grey Head I'll warrant her. 
Miſs... And, pray, what was your Copnertiiiaa ? 
Tach Brill. Wny, Mrs. Chatter had all the 
| Talk to herſelf, and was perpetually complain- | 


of her Misfortunes.  - 
Col. She brought her-Huſband Ten thouſand | 
Pounds ; ; ſhe — a Town · Houſe, and a Country 


House: Wou'd the Woman have her Back-fide 


ſtuck with Points? 

Lady Brill. She wou'd fain be at che Top of 
the Houſe before the Stairs are built. 

Lady Tat. Miſs, dear Girl, fill me out a Diſh 
of Tes, for I'm very lazy. 

La the Tea, un and 1 it.] 


Lady 


blaſh. 


- TASTE A-La-MonE.. N 41 | 


Tat. What, Miſs, will you bemy Taſter? 
I. No, Madam; but they ſay, dis an ill 


Cook that can't lick her own Fingers... 7 


Ad. Pray, Miſs, fill me another. 
Moſs. Will you have it now, or-ſtay till you, 
get it? 


RED [to the Maid] Mrs. Bert 
Mee your Body politick ? 4 how 


Mod. F 7 err you'll make Mes. Ab. 
%, Bluſh, aye, bluſh like a blue Dog. 


Id. Court, N Mrs. Betty, I hear you are in . 
Love. 


Belt. My Lord, I thank God T hate no body: „ 
I am in Charity with all the World. 


Lady Tat. Why, Wench, I think thy Tongue | 


runs upon Wheels, this Morning. —How came. 
u by that Scratch upon your Noſe g Have you 
lk fighting with the Cats? 
Col. Miſs, ſhall I fill you out another Diſh of 


Tea? 
- Miſs. Indeed, Colonel, 1 have drank enough. 


Col. Come, it will do you more Good than a 


Month's faſting ; here, take it, | 
Mit. No, age $3 ye, Colonel; ;. enough's 
as a Feaſt. 


3 Brill. Well; but if you always ſay No, | 


you'll never be married. . 

Mod. Do, Colonel, give her a Diſh; for they, 
ſay Maids will ſay No, and take it, 

"Id. Court. Well, I dare ſay Miſs is a Maid in, 
Thought, Word, and Deed. 

Mod. 1 wood not take an Oath of that. 

Miſs. Pray, Sir, ſpeak for yourſelf, - -- 
Lach Tat. Fye, Miſs, they ſay Maids ſhou' d 


be ſeen, and not heard. 


. Lady | 


- i 


1 TITTLE TATTLE; Or, 


Lady Brill. Miſs, do, tie this Knot for me. 
Miſs. Your Ladyſhip has as many Hands as 
I, and can do it as well yourſelf. 
Lady Brill. T know that 'very well ;—but ! 
won't keep a Dog, and bark myſelf. - 
Mad. What, are you ſick Miſs? [with a Seer] 
is. Not at all; Hor her Ladyſhip meant you. 
Mod. Faith, Mils, you are in Lob's Pound, | 
get out as you can. 
Miſs. I won't quarrel with my Bread and 
Butter for all thas: I know when I'm well. 
Lady Tat. Well, but, Miſs : 
Mod. Ah! dear Madam, let the Matter fall! 
take pity on 3 Miſs; ;—don' t throw Water 
on a drowned | 
Miß. Mr. Modi , ay a Word more and . 
you had as good eat your Nails. — 
Mod. Well, I muſt be going. — - 
Lady Tat. I have ſeen haſtier People than you | 


Nay all [ Night, 


Miſs. Come, fit down again, we ſhall Sans 
you ;— you're always for getting out of the way 


hen you ſhou'd be hang'd. 


Med. You want me pray, Miſs,—how do 


you look when you lye? + 
Miſs. Manners, indeed I find you mend like 


ſour Ale in Summer. 


Mod. I beg your Pardon, Miſs; 1 only meant. 


when you lye alone. 
Miſs. That's well turn'd; one T ord more 


vVvou' d have turn'd you down Stairs. 


Med. Come, Mils, be kind for once, and fill . 


me out a Diſh of Tea. 
. Miſs. Pray, let your Betters be ſervd before 


you I am. juſt going to fill one for myſelf; 


and 


TAeTE ALA NMopx. : gb 


and you Know the' Parſon always chriſtens his 
own Enid firſt. x Yo 

Col. They fay a Waman need but look 1 
her Apron- rings to find an Excuſe. 

Mad. Why, Miſs, you are grown ſo peeviſh, 
that a Dog wou'd not live with you. .. 

. Miſs. Nr. Mediſh, I beg your Diverſion; no 
Offence I hope; but, truly, in a little Time, you 
intend to make the Colonel as bad a8 yourlell, 
and that's as bad as bad can be. 

Mod. My Lord, don't you think Miſs im- 

roves wonderfully of late? — Why, Miſs, if I. 
Foal il the Colonel, I hope you will uſe him as 
you 2 — me; ſar you know, love Mes, love my. 
Dog... 

Col. How: 8 that Tem? Say that again z why. 
if I am a Dog, ſhake Hands e [Here @ 
loud, long Laugb.] 

7 Court. But, pray, Re why ſo 
hard upon poor Miſs; o' my Conſcience, Colo- 
nel, and Tom Medihh, one of you two are both 
Knaves. 

Col. Odds ſo! 1 have cut my Thumb with the 
curſed Knife! 

3 2 Tat. Aye, thac was your Mother's Fault; 
becauſe ſhe only warn'd you not to cut your 
Fingers. 

"Ib. I am ſorry for i it, but I can't 

_ Lady Brill. Dont you think Mis is N 

Med. Aye, ill Weeds grow a-pace. -- 

Col. Indeed, Madam, your Ladyſhip is very 
ſparing of your Tea; I proteſt the laſt I took 
was no more than Water bewitch d. 

Mod. Methinks, Miſs, I don't much like the 
Colour of that Ribband, _ 


Mis 


— _ — — — — 
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. Why, t then, dye ſee, you may look 0 off 


Ser [Lady Tattle drops * 20 | 


Madam, how camę you to 
oy Es 7 145 + 
h Tat. let help it, if 1 wou d cry Y 
1 
"Miſs. Why den it, ada and "FE A — 
one with ſome of the Money. ——Colonel, how | 


do ye like this Cake ? 


Cel. Em like all Fools, 1 love ever Thing 


that's good. 


5 Well, ald Wen pure good 2 27 
5. PModiſh plays with a Tea-Cup.} Now 


1 Child: e half an Hour, be. 
ore it wou” ve. found out ſuch 2 - pretty 
Play-thing. FS | 


Lach Tat Well nid, MR; 1 you, Mr; Mo! i 
diſh, the Girl is too hard for you. 
Mod. Aye, Miſs will fay any Thing b dat ber 


Prayers, and Thoſe ſhe wiſhes, 


7. Court.” Pray, Miſs; how do you | 1780 Nr 
Spruce? IL ſwear I have often om him caſt 4 


b Sheep's Eye out of a CalPs Head at you; deny 


it if you can. 
M. Oh all the World Knows Me. Price” 
is a general Lover. 

Tad Brill, Come, Miſs, * tis too true to. make 
a : Jeſt on't. 

Miſs. Well! Ladies and Gaiplemen, you are 
pleas'd to divert yourſelves; but, as L hope to be 


ſav'd, there is nothing in't. 
? Lady Tat. Touch a' gall'd Horſe and ket 


winch : Love will creep, where it dare not 


N ; 


TAsrK A LA-Mupk. 7 : F 4 
22 P11 hold a hundred Pound Mr. M4 
was the Inventor of that Story; and Colonel, l 


doubt you had a Finger in the Pye. . 


Col. Pray, My Lord, what $ 4 Clock by your 
Oracle? 1 
L4. Court. Faith I can't tell; I chink my 
Watch runs upon Wheels. 

Mod. Miſs, pray be ſo kind as to call a Ser | 

vant to bring me a Glaſs of Water ; I I'know | 
ou're at Home. 

Miſs. Every Fool can do as they. are bid; 

; 2 a Page of your own Age, and do it rw” 


.. Med, Chuſe, proud Fool, I did but aſk you. 
[MI puts ber Hand to ber Knee. ] What, Miſs, 
are you thinking of your Sweet-heart, or is 
your Garter ſlipping down ? N 

Miſs. Pray, Mr. Modiſb, keep your Breath 1 to 
cool your Porridge ; you wee my Corn. by | 
your Buſhel.. | 

Mod. Indeed, Miſs, you lye. 
« Maps. Did you ever hear any Thing ſo nude? 

Mod. I mean you lye under a Miſtake. , 
Alis. If a hundred Lyes wou'd have choak'd 
you, you wou'd have been choak'd mapy 
Days 

Mad . [M/s tries to. ſnatch Modiſh's Snuff- 
Br Snaping ſhort makes you look ſo lean, 
Miſs 

Miſs. Poh! you are ſo robuſtious, you had 
like to have kill'd my Arm; I'll aſſure you, if 


you lame me, you muſt carry me. 
Mod. Well, I did a very fooliſh Thing Yeſter- 


day, and was à very great Puppy for my 
Pains. | | 
23 Mi.. 


16 TITTLE TATTLE; Or, 


Miſs. Very likely, for they er, 
Word is ſpoken in jeſt 1 25 


Lady Tattle rings @ Bull & 


WY Enter 4 Footinas. 


Tat. Harkee, Fellow, run to my Lady 


Punto, and defire ſhe will remeinber to be here at 
Six to play at Quadrille. D'ye hear, if you fall 
the Way, don't ſtay to get up again, hand, 

Foot. Madam, I don't know the Houſe. 
Tat. That's not for Want of Ignorance; 


follow your Noſe ;—go, inquire among the 


Servants. [7 be Footman goes out, aud falls 
Gown. 


Lady Brill. Neck or nothing ; come down, or 


PII fetch you down. 


Lach Tat. Well, 1 hope the poor Fellow has 


not ſav'd the Hangman a Labour. 
Med. Smoke Miſs, Madam, biting her Nail 


vonder. 
Miſs. Who's that takes my Name in vain? 


© [Miſs runs up to them, and fall, 
Lady Brill. Why, Miſs, I wiſh you have not 
broke her Ladyſhip's Floor. 


Mod. Miſs, come to me, and I'll take you up. 
L4. Court. Well, but without a Jeſt, I hope, 


Miſs, you are not hurt. 


Col. She muſt be hurt for certain; for you ſhe 


her Head is all of a Lump. 


have Money, and you have none. 
Lady Tat. Mr. Modifh, my Lady Brilliant 
and I-intend to beat up your Quarters one of 


theſe Days, I hear you live high. 
Mad. 


' Miſs. Well, remember this, Colonel, r I 
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Med. Yes, Madam, live high, and lodge ina 


Garret. 


[Footman brings Lady Tattle a Letter, ſhe opens it, 


and reads. 

Med. Miſs, will you take a Pinch of Snuff out 
of my Box? 

Miſs. Well, for once, and not to uſe it. 

Lady Tat. Miſs, when do you think of being 
married ? 

Miſs. One of theſe odd-come-ſhortly's. _ 

Lady Tat, If I have any Skill in Horſe-fleſh, 

*twill be before the Sky falls; why, Child, your 
Uncle Muckworm's dead, and has left you - 
Twenty thouſand Pounds, upon Condition m—_ 
marry with my Conſent. 

Mod. Why, then, with your Ladyſhip's Laws, 
I put in my Claim. 

Miſs. What! I ſuppoſe the Match is balf 
made, you've your own Conſent. 

Mod. And your's too, I hope, Miſs ; for Im 
ſure, you're tired with lying alone. 

Maſs, They ſay Matches are made in Heaven, 5 
and *tis a Folly to reſiſt; but what muſt I ex- 
pect, if I marry you? 

Mod. You'll ice that, my Dear, when we are 
married; for Batchelors Wives and Maids Chil- 
dren are finely 2 you know. 

Miſs. But what ſays her Ladyſhip ? 

Lady Tat. Why, won't ſay any Thing by 
way of Advice; but marry in haſte, and repent 
at leiſure, as the Saying is, 

Col. Well, Tom, I ſee you're going the Way 
of all F je, : 

Mod. Why, aye, Marriage and hangin 

Lal 


48 TITTLE TATTLE; Or, 
Lady Brill. And poor Miſs too, he as abghe 
ber na napping, as Moſs caught his Mare. 
5, But, you ugly Thing you, I'll be courted - | 
2 N Age; why, I ſhall be 5 at wy 
laft Prayers, it I conſent ſo ſoon. 
Mod. Soon! why, what d'ye mean by that? 
Why we've been Play-fellows ever ſince Adam 
was a little Boy. Come, S re have 
we your Conſent, Madam ? 
Ua Tat. Why, ſince the Game's up, ſhe's 
yours Tor Ever and Aye, as che Boy ſold his 
Fe 
| 4 Why then we'll ſing old Roſe and 
burn the Bellows ; and ſo, l and La- 
dies, I invite you all to my Wedding: 
Omnes. We wiſh you both. „ 
LA. Court. Come, Miſs, give us a Song, and 
then ſend for the Chaplain to tack you 8 
112 Well, ſince it muſt be ſoz 


Hang Sorrow, % 21 
7u a to Day, the* 1 ay OY 35 


A New 80 N G upon ET” 
| | 1. | 
| 4s » we know you've been oft charm'd with | 


Nothing before, 
Now whilſ Nothing #5 "doing the Nation all o'er, 


| a: —_ bold to treat you with Nothing once 


"Which e. £81 n deny, .. which No- body, &c. 
Believe 


* Believe me no Satire our Ballad intends, 


ASTE A-LA-MoDE, 


IT. 
But is generouſly wrote with no other Ends, 


Than to add a few ee forgot by our Friends 
Which No body can deny, & 


III. 


ve Addiſon Shakeſpear; and Rowe are 


| 4 not bi 2 Foolery takes with the Town ; 
That 2 aſte is worth Nothing you 2 


| Which N No body can ; deny; &. 
IV. 


The politic French ** more Knavery than 


Senſe, 

Deſſting from Nothing, an emply Pretence ; 

Are purchaſing. Wiſdom at England's” once, 
Which No body can deny, &c. 222 | | 


ww 
3 PO * Y A 
\ . 


They're well farniſh'd we 0wn, and want N. 
thing but Brains, 
Bat as they too ſoon gan to reckon their Gains, 
As they*ve made Nothing on 't, they muſt take't for 
their Pains, 


Which No hed can deny, &c. - 


VI. 
Now 2 gouvꝰ e a mind to add your Nothing 


too, 
And ſay, in our Farce, you have ſeen Nothing new, 


And withont you are pleas'd, we know Nothing 


can do, 
Which No body can deny, &c. | 
As) 3 Our 


= 
„ 


- 
2 


— 


. 
ꝶͤä— — — —— 


1 
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VII. 


8 Bard on your Favour hos 3 depend, 
And humbly intreats that his Cauſe you'll befriend ; 


And be hopes yu 8 be Nothing the worſe in the 


End. 
e No body can n dew, "Y wiſe No body, 


„ 1 # : 
e- I 4 
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"THE 


EPILOGUE, 


- Intended tobe ſpoken by 
Mis NOTABL E 


F 0 * TH E | | 
BexEerr of the AUTHOR. | 


. R 
aſte A; la Mode protects the Bard and Play'r. 
What ! aim at Senſe, when Buffoonry's in Faſhion !—— 
V. 10,,——He values more his Reputation. 
?Twere wrong to court true Fame, in hopes to win ber z 1 
To pleaſe the judging F EW ——and want a Dinner. 
+ arnaſſus is @ barren Land, | 
neſs manur d with rich Pactolus“ Sand. 2 
Whilft Fo Lx reigng, the Author har more Ps $4 
Than tg diflafle the Boxes and the Pit. £5.44 
Confin'd to Rules Dramatic—pray excuſe bim; 
The Farce mt takt-——provided tis amuſing. 
To Diction, Time, and Place, h'as no Pretence.—— 
*Twould baulk the Town, and deviate: into Senſe. 


Like Peas at Chriſtmas, Vit ſeems out of Seaſon ; 8 


Nay, &en t e/pouſe the Cauſe of injur d Reaſon, 

Againſt Mor1aA's Empire were high — 
What ! flem the rapid Torrent ja prevailing / 

Gad Sirs, uit Wind and Tide tis dang rous alu. 

Attend bath ye great Fulgar and ye ſmall; 

The Copy's his. Ye are th Otiginal. 

Our Bard preſumes his Portraits ar- as like, 

As een were drawn by Kneller or Vandyke ; _ 

Obſerve ce id their Merit ſean ; 

You'll fd none ſuch from Thule to Japan. 

*Tis hard with Still a matley Group to draw, 

it aiks 8 Re Pencil, or Wattau : 9 


| "1 
4 * 


— 2 * A — 
— — — — — 


ne 
— this MizRoOR and refleling GL ass,. 


Each #nd Bell may view their pretty Fact, 
The modyh Shrug, ford Lithp, and 9 Saeed 
Tho rough the Portraiture, the Faults not hi | 


| The Features glar'd fo firongy, be couldn't 8 


Hamlet muft yield, when Chicanry we 
And Fribble 2 the Houſe; ben Cato fait: 
Th admiring Audience clap the pert Bu oon, 
And hoary Lear muſt fto oop to Pantaloon. 

The wilde Schemes in this gay Age will pleaſe ; 
Britons, /ike Woodcocks, are trapam d with aſt. 
This for a Maxim all the World muſi own, 
As long-as POTTER's Theatre is known © - 
From whence the Bottle-Conjurer rais'd his e 
And Don Jumpedo gain'd immortal Fame, | 
Satire, once more oblige me with thy Aid, 

To paint the Charms of a Court-Maſterade: 1 


here Maids of Honour, deckt in looſe Attire, 


Praiſe flrange Airs to ſet the Beaux on fire: 
Where the fly Prude, 1 a 25 22 ar oft, 
WWhilft the Coquet diſplays her ſnowy Breaft + © 
Whit ym, converſe with Nymphs, and Queens with 
wains, 
And VIC E in various Shapes triumphant reigns. 
Who can deny but This is TASTE SUBLIME 7 
Sure, Britons, ſure, you'Ul-wiſer grow in Time. 
See! how MiNERv A hangs her drboping Head, 
To find MOR1A courted. in her flead,— | | 
Each petty Droll the Arch-Droll Foo r commends, 
And PUNCH among! the FarR finds many Friends, 
Religion t60 with conſcious Bluſhes ſits, 
To hear her Sons harangue like graceleſs Wits. 


' What's Hell, with all ts 7: Brimfione and its Smoke — 
- The Prieft of Taſte will tell you tis a Joke. 


Rouze, Britons, rouze, this modiſh Taſte e. 


| And let Good Senſe fo its Old Standard riſe ; 


Frequent your laſcious Pantomimes no more, 


But SHAKESPEARE, lhe your Anceſtors as,” 
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